THE  LIFE  AND TIMES
Yarrington dyed at London about March last) Aubrey noted. The cause
of his death was a Seating and throme into a Tub of Water. Furthermore,
the sword was still a part of everyday dress and this made men, when
they were in drink, writ apt to doe bloudy Mischiefes. However, we soon
become indifferent to die lethal weapons of our own times, and there
is no reason to think that the danger of stabbing worried the men of
the seventeenth century any more than the prospect of a motoring
accident troubles us. In fact, the attitude was remarkably similar.
Edmund Wyld, Esq. had the misfortune to kill a man in London, upon a great
provocation, about A.D. 1644, Aubrey reports, and he himself, despite
all his benevolence, was three times in Danger of Expiration in this way.
Memorandum, he jotted down, St. John's night, 1675, in danger of being
run through with a sword at Mr. B&rges' chamber in the Middle Temple.
Quaere the jeare that I lay at Mris. Neve's, he continued, for that time
1 was in great danger of being killed by a drunkard in the street opposite
Grayes-Inn gate—a gentleman whom I never sawe before, but (Deo Cratias)
one of his companions hindred his thrust. On the third occasion, though,
there was no doubt as to the identity of the culprit. Danger of being
killed by William, Earl of Pembroke, then Lord Herbert, at the Election of
Sir William Salkeldfor New Sarum, Aubrey reported bluntly, and ever
afterwards his writing took on a peculiarly spiteful tone at any
mention of the Herberts. But sometimes even this violence had good
results : After Dr. Lamb was killed in the streets by the Apprentices of
London) Aubrey mentions, the City was fined 10,000 pounds which payd
for the Building of the 'Banquetting house.
Far more worrying than this occasional violence were the continual
outbreaks of the plague in the early years of the century, when the
Bkck Death of the Middle Ages flared into a dying fury before destroy-
ing itself finally in the Great Plague of 1665. At the time, there was
no reason to suppose that this disaster was the last visit of the scourge
that had lain upon the country for so long, and as late as 1680 we find
Aubrey making this ominous note : Mr. Fabian Philips sajes the winter
1625 before the P/agut was such a mild winter as this: quod IV.B.
As the mediaeval plague finally consumed itself with its own
violence : At Petersham the Plague made so great a Destruction) that there
survived only five of the Inhabitants: its place was taken by a new pestilence,
syphilis, which had been brought back from the New World by
Columbus' crew to rage with dreadful fury in the fresh soil of Europe.
For the first outbreak of the disease was so violent, its progress was
so rapid and die symptoms so revolting, that even the lepers refused
to live beside its victims.
Small-pox, too, raged throughout the land with a dreadful
regularity. The Small-Pox is usually in all great Towns, says Aubrey
complacently, but it is observed at Taunton in Somersetshire} and at Sher-
bume in Dorsetshire) that at the one of them every Seventh Year, and at the
other every Ninth Year comes a Small-Pox, which the Physitians cannot
master.
Nor was it from disease alone that death threatened, for Aubrey
mentions that George Villiers' mother, the Countesse of 'Bucks, died of
a dropsi andPbisick. For the medical profession, with neither knowledge
nor traditions, was groping its way so unsurely from quackery towards
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